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happened to be closest to them, or so it appeared
to me*
Close at hand was a huge dial whose pointer
started to move* It read 10 fathoms, then 15, 30,
and finally 25, which I knew meant we were 150
feet below the surface, but except for that dial I
should not have known we had left it*
The excitement died away and I came out of
my corner and talked to the officer in charge, who
told me that we were slipping along at a good pace
and striving to elude the destroyers, who were
hunting for us like hounds who have lost the scent*
Suddenly my companion let out a violent oath, and
I asked the cause.
"Didn't you hear that ?" he inquired*
"Hear what ?" I replied, much mystified*
"Listen*"
I did so, but could hear nothing unusual*
"There!   You heard that?"
I did, and it was a curious "ping" on the hull
of the submarine, which sounded just as if a giant
had flicked it with a finger* Several more came
in quick succession*
"TheyVe found us! Damn *em!" snarled the
officer, and left me to consult with others near by*
I learned later that the "pings" were caused by
the destroyers dropping tiny depth-charges, whose
explosions vibrated on our hull and told us that our